C   A   L   I   S   T   E
certain that it is not that which killed her. It is
certainly not I who am the cause of her death, and,
although I have been jealous of you, I prefer at
present to be in my place than in yours. Nothing
however proves that you have any reproaches to
make yourself, and 1 beg you not to attach that
meaning to my words. You would think me, and
with reason, impeitinent and unjust as well as
cruel, for I conceive you also to be profoundly
distress ed.
On the same day that Mrs. Cali£te wrote you her
last letter she wrote to me begging me to visit her.
I went, without an instant's delay; I found her
house arranged like that of a person in good
health, and she herself fairly well in appearance,
except for her excessive thinness. I was very glad
tq be able to say to her that she did not appear to
rnc to be as ill as she believed; but she said to me,
in smiling, that I was deceived by a little red that
she bad put on that morning, and which had
already spared Fanny some tears and James some
sighs. I saw m the evening the little girls that she
was bringing up; they sang and she accompanied
them on the organ; it was very moving music
and much like what I had heard in several churches
in Italy. The next morning they sang some more
hymns of the same kind; that music closed and
opened each day. Then Mrs. Califte read me her
Will, begging me, if I desired her to alter anything,
to say so freely; but I found nothing to change.
She gave her fortune to the poor, in this manner;
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